EPILOGUE

IT has been said by one who felt the grandeur of their history,
"Let the Medici rest in peace in their tombs of marble and
porphyry, for they have done more for the glory ot the world
than any king, prince, or emperor " 1 But they did more than
that, and we must not m their case say "Sic transit gloria
mundi." While other rulers of their time have left nothing but
a memory of their own personal glory, that glory which we
know passes so utterly away, the Medici have left something
more lasting than that.

They are all past and gone now, all these Medici whose
lives we have been following, and those also whose story
intermingles with theirs: Pico della Mirandola, the bright and
beautiful sunbeam; Savonarola, the martyred reformer; Bour-
bon, the sad and ruined soldier; the three great antagonists,
Charles, Francis, and Henry; all that "glorious company'*
of the great in Art, and many other distinguished names; all
their hopes, ambitions, wrong-doings, and sorrows are in the
grave now. Some, setting before them a purely selfish aim
and striving after nothing really great, have left nothing be*
hind them except it be a name on which men cast contempt*
Others (whether as artists, scholars, or rulers), aspiring aftef
some aim higher than this, have left behind them things
which still shed a blessing of one kind or another on mankind,
and so their memory is honoured. Of all those whose names
have passed before us the great in Art, at any rate, have left
behind them works which are still a source of good to man-
kind, giving it its highest form of enjoyment, and ever draw-
ing it upwards from all that is trivial and ignoble. That we
still possess these is due in large measure to the Medici. And
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